to ner, ana sne smueu to mumcr. j. xieir conversation went no further than " How do you do ? " When my friend had gone I asked mother, eagerly, was she not all that I had described her to be? Mother laughed, "/ can't judge her by her words! " After this first visit when my friend and I came to my home after school hours we did not stop to speak to mother. I would throw down my books in the kitchen, and ask mother, " Do you need me, mammele? " though I knew she would say cheerily, " Of course not! " And off I would go to the freer atmosphere of the street where my friend and I talked of all our common trials, and hopes, and affections, in the intensely interesting world of our school. My friend had such odd concepts. After a long school day she said, " I'm going home to rest! " I laughed out heartily in appre-[92]ooking on the life to touch it. One day the [90]eir parents to permit them to graduate from public school, it was preposterous of me to dream of high school. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
